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wmm to the False One.

!

dare thao to forgot me!

2 ﬁm where fhou will—

oy hand upon the vessel's holm,.
on the sabre's hilt;

will
~ lwoy! thou'st freelo’ar land and ses;

5! @6 -rush to dangers brink!

L oh, thou can'st not fy from thought:
. Thy carec shall be—ro Tume!
- - NN W - )
yr me, remember nll—
1, My long enduriug love,

o That Jipled itselt to perfidy:

Tho Vuoltare and the Dove.

.Remember in tly utmost noed,
.y B mever once did shrink,
_But clung to theo confidingly;
o Thy curse shall bo—ro THivK! -

. by

| | “Thin go! rasr thought will render thee

| “*" A dastard in the fight,

"Fai® thotight when thou art tempest toss'd,
L SEUWWIILAN theo with nffright;

£ - wild dungeon may'st thon 'lie;

( #%iAnd, counting sach cold link

"+ {Thst binds theo to caplivity,

s hy curse shall bo—ro THNK!

k the meery banquot hall,

W here younger maidens bleoin,

he, thought of mr shall mako thee Tauna
_“"Endafe a doepor gloom,

Thar tHéught shall turn the fastive cup
"o pbvon while you drink,

lhnd wisile filas smilss nre on thy check,

. Thyeurge will be—ro Timui!

me! false oue, Hore it not!
. Where minstrels touch the string,

‘The memory of other days
... Will gull thee whilo they ging;
TPhe nirs T used to lovo, will make

Thy coward ponscience shrink.
* Aye, eyery note will havo its sting;
* “Thy curse will bo—ro THNK!

¥

IFerget mo! No, that shall nat be!

& . Yc Milhhont thea in thy slecp—
,.,gnl-m thow'lt oling to slimy rocke
*.. e Tt averhang the deap;
Thou’lt shriek for aid! my fmﬁu ara
- . Bball hurl thoe from the brink,
And when thou wak’st in wild dismny,
_ Thy curse will be—ro TiiNk!
————————————————
1 Select Tale.
From the Woyne County Standard.
THE SILVER LUTE.
OR, THE GIPSEY SINGERS.
\ BY MISS MARIETTA V. FULLZR.
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_ A mgrry party were gathered around
the tall May-pole, which, decked with
flower garlwgf and streaming with gay
ribbons, arase from the centre of the
villdge green. Happg' swains were there
contented for the while but to gaze up-
ohdthe gru%p,of buxom, rosy-cheeked
maidens,who were busy wreathing cor-
orete for their May Queen. Bursts of
laughtet, and strains of lively music,
rang out upon the air, fragrant with the
periume of early blossoms. Gladness
satupon every vouthful brow, and hap-
piness upon éach red and smiling lip;
whilst the furtive and tell-tale glances
which stole from the bright eyes of the
blushing maidens, told much to embols
den the bashful swains, who dared not

| tab e the illy concealed secret,
‘look and tone unwittingly betray-

im" ‘4 - » .
:ﬂn last rays of tho departing sun
ped upon the festive scene; the

i t, perhaps, in the whole of mer-
; W laud, which isnot now as it was
ihen, For Xngland was then “merrie

and;” when the ‘free ‘and hardy
yws roamed through the depths of
“forests, when the barons regaled

honest peasantry with staunch
old dls and good substantial beef; and

it e

puich m ::rewlhg hardy subjects

' A'voying horde of Gipsies were now
i the’ green; a short distanice from
vreyellers, throwing “their tambo-

!

“The 'C'omlmu_on—'rhc Sarfeguard of our chcmrcompnet."-—.famu K. Polk.

Volume 1.

quig‘ﬁ workimanship, and the fingers
were taper and small, that wandered

the chords, as she sung a plain—
live-wrelody, in a low and touchingly
sweel voice.

Her only listener was a child, about
six years of age, habited as a peasant,
though her delicate form and sweet ins
tellectual face, might well belie her
humble garb. The song of the Gipsey
woman seemed to touch a strange chrd
in her heart, for her bright lips were
parted with the intenseness of feeling,
yand the light of some gew enthusiasm
was in the large, languishing eyes,
which were cast upon the ground, as a
pearly tear broke from the long lashes
which shaded them. The woman, too,
seemed agitated; but she still continued
her low, sad melody, till she saw that

tothe highest pitch of excitement, when
suddenly ceasing, she said, in tones of
winning softness:

“Come with me, sweet one, and I
will always sing to you, aund this, too,
shall oe yours; all your own;” and she

._ pointed to the lute which she held.

The child looked wonderingly upon
the speaker, who was smiling sweetly,
though in her restless eye the deepest
anxiety was depicted, and then turned
her gaze wistfully upon the lute, whose
notes had so enchanted her.

‘Isodene! [sodene! has not well nigh
forgotten thy high duties?” and hall' a
dozen smiling maidens approached and
placed in the hands of the child the
coronet of flowers which she was to
bind on the brow of the May Queen.
The child turned away reluctantly
and joined the gay group, which ina
moment more were dancing merrily
upon the bright green sward,

‘Isodene!’ repeated the woman slow-
ly and musingly, ‘yes, yes, it must be
BO.“

Placing her hand upon her brow,
she remained for a few moments in deep
thought; then arising, she approached a

roup of peasantry who were watch-
ing the progresg of the danee, and said,

‘Can any one_tell me whois yon
dark eyed little lass whom they call
[sodene?’

*Aye, that we can,’ responded one of
their number. *She is the child of our
neighbor Leinfin, and his dame Marga-
ry. A sweeter, kinder little angel nevs
er lived; and right proud they are of
her, though there are many that do not
stop to say that she is no kirth nor kin
of theirs. And well they might, for
those dainty limbs and fairy motions
become not lowly blood like ours.”

The Gipsey woman appeared satis:
fied, and turning away, resumed her
seat upon the smooth, rich turf, gazing
listlessly upon the blithsome group of
revellers who thronged around the May-

ole.

i With the first dawn of light, the Gip-
sey horde were on their way, leavin
the village green still and alone, whic
the day before teemed with a glad and
noisy throng. But the strange woman
with the lute lingered behind, Noon
came, and she was still in the village,
wandering around, though she never
lost sight of the low roofed cotlage
where dwelt Isodene. When at length
old Leinfin and his wife left with their
little stock of thread and vegitables,
which they daily disposed of farther up
the village, the Gipsey woman ap-
proached the cottage, which was left
in the care of little [sodene, and beck-
oning her to her, said,

‘Come, pretty one, and sit beneath
this tree, whilst I sing again to you.”

The child approached the singing
woman, and ' smiled as she ohc?'cd,
whilst the Gipsey, touching the lute,
first' 'sang a wild, broken Gipsey song.
When she had finished, she placed her
arm around the child and drawing her

{  wilien the world ‘bonstéd not' another towards her, asked,

‘Axe you fond of music, sweet onel’
‘Oh, very, very,' answered she, en-
thusiastically.. ‘I wish you would sing
again the song. that you sung yester-
day, it-seems to'me as if I bad heard it

rides; jinghing - their silyey ' bells, and|beiore, a long time ago, in a dream or
daficing “and ' singing to 'the’ great an-|sometime . 5
poyance -of those villagers. who ' were| «Are your parents kind to you, contin-
ﬂﬁw around the May-pole.. ved the woman.

A little apart from the rest, wasal = ‘Oh yes! but sometimes they are very
Gipssy t‘ﬂ ateiitly some twen- | harsh, and say that 1am not lhclrdaug_h-
rolght’of thivty years of age, thougli|ter; afierwards they are pleascnt again,

ounffer. A shiortiand bid me notrepeat what they said
ding  from " bek | whilst they were angry. I told you be-

géther with a bright purple | cause ] love you.”
twisted cavelessly around | 'W'till dear, if you love me, are you
¥ 8, singolarl not willing to go withme? * You shall
3he, have finé clothes and see fine countries,

me somon;her
: suiting well her brik
liant aaven hait. Her form
e therelwas an expres-

and
: on hier still beautiful lip.
ﬁgfbﬁ%ﬂ , of rare and ex-

s

will always be very kind o you,
fanid teach you to play upon the lote.

FWill younotgo? =~
L bte, au tery, Busheind A Jors
the protty ¥uw, but T cannot leave my

the feelings of the child were wronght |

Again the slender fingers of the Gip-
sey woman touched the lute, and a low
and witchingly sweet prelude rose up-
on the quiet air. Then the voice of
the player mingled with the exquisite
strains, and swelled into a (uller tone
of harmony, as the broken words ofa
childish melody, with which mothers
are wont' to quiet their children, rose
upon the air. As she suug, the Gip-
sey’s eye fell upon the little Isodene,
who had slid from her embrace, and
now lay erouched at her feet, with quiv-
ering bp ang tearful qye, hex sghole
soul wrapped in the music spgﬁ which
chained her senses.

Stooping’ down, she smoothed the!
ringlets from the fair brow of the child,
as she whispered,

*Will you go with me?’
‘] cannot leave my parents;’ was thd
answer.

A tear stood in the Gipsey's eye,
and her hand and voice trembled, as
she sang a mournful strain, as of a moth~
er grieving for her lost child, It seem.
cd to operate with magic effect upon
the heart of little Isodene, who arose,
and placing her hand in that of the
woman, looked vp confidingly as she
said, ’

‘I will go with you and ‘you shall be
my mother.)

‘Haste, then, sweet one, before your
parents return; and remember you
must not be called Isodene, but Zaila,
the Gipsey’s-daughter.”

'Ang may [ not call you mother, and
may not this pretty lute be mine,’ sajd
the child ecagerly, ‘Yes, yes, every
thing you wish, But we must haste
from here before your parents return,’
was the reply.

‘It was nol without many tears, how-
ever, that little Isodene, now Zaila, left
forever the home of her childhood; but
she was (oo youpg to grieve long, and
was soon laughing aond chalting merri-
ly, as she ran by the side of her new
found friend. Never having been [ar
from the cottage of her parents, every
thing she lgheld was _full ofinterest,
and it was with childish delight and
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tired her in these and stained her skin
of a darker hue with the juice ofa nut
which she carried with her, the Gipsey
led Zmla 10 the banks of a little lake
near which they were encamped, and
bade her view herself in its clear
depths.

‘And how does my sweet daughter
like her Gipsey luoks, said the woman,
as she smoothed back the silken rings
lets from Zaila’s brow,and tied a large
straw hat upon her head, bidding her
run and gither flowers to form a

Lagreatiy (ggh . i e

Tilc*sm aroghd was wild and
beautiful, and the heart of the child
leaped for joy as she bounded down ins
to the green liollow 1o pluck the sweet
blossoms, upun which the dew was yet
glistening. »

It was sirange with whata yearn-
ing tenderncss and fond anxiety the
|Gipsey woman watched over the child
of her adoption; how she studied each
look and motion with most aflection-
ate solicitude, and shielded her from
every blight which might fall upon her.
Not a rudejest or coarse remark, did
she ever allow to be uttered in the
presence of the gentle child, who was
looked upon as a visitant angel, by the
wild and wncultivated creatures who
formed Nar was tlie Jute

i tribe.
woman, :%lhéy'c:ﬂfcd her, regarded

Number 20.

pan{ her, and not till she heard that
the lord of the castle was absent, would
she approach,

W hen they arrived, they were shown
from the grand entrance hall into an
elegant apartment, fitted up as a lady's
boudoir.—Fountains, whose showers
of snow-wreathed spray, gave a deli-
cious coolness to the air; exoties, of the
most beautiful forms and brilliant col-
ors; rare singing birds, of gorgeous

'rp%umagc., books, on richiy bound and
g

ttering veilum; every thing in the
most splendid profugion, served
make italittle paradise of luxury,

Before the entrance of those whom
they were to entertain, the ~Gipsey
took the lute from Zaila’s hand, and
sang the same pinintive melody that
won the heartof little Isodene, now her
c¢hild. Whilst she was singing, Zaila
seated hersell upon an ottoman at her
feet, and with her hand upon her brow,
remained in deep thought. When the
song was finished, she looked up into
her mother's face,

‘Mother,’ said she, ‘it must be a
strange fancy of mine, but there comes
upon my memory, like a vision of a
dream, the remembrance of a scene
like this; with a fond, and tender, and
beautilul being hanging over me, hum-
ming the very words which you have
just concluded. And her face was like

1o

with less veneration, her word being
law, and the same reverence being paid
to her, ‘that they would pay to a supe-
rior being, Zaila was learned to be an
ardent admirer of nature, for the Gips
sey woman never failed to point out
each half hidden beauty, and lovely
tint of the surpassiogly beautiful scenes
through which they daily passed. The
music of the birds and trees and bicoz-
es, filled her heart with delight, ana
she never tired of gazing upon the
softened loveliness of meadow & brook,
or the lofty grandeur of rocks, cata-
racts and towering mountains, Thus
did she gmew uvp with a warm and
imagjnative_heart;, the most delicate
: Wies 4 pure
ful

faney™ ant
thies and kih;ﬂy impulses.

eagerness, that she chased the gay but-
terflies or plucked the flowers which
brightened her path.  Occupied with
every thing around, she felt not the
fatigue of her long walk, till twilight
appeared, and her conduetress still
journeyed on. As the darkness in-
creased, she erept closer to the side of
the Gipsey,and clasping her hand tight-
er, said,

‘Dear mother, I am very tired and
lonely. 1 wish we could be there now;
don’t you?' -

‘Be where, child?’

‘To our new home in the green
woods, where every thing is pretty.)’

*Well, sweet one, we soon shall be,
replied the Gipsey, but finding that

child, she taok her in her arms, where'
she soon [ell into a gentle slumber.

We will not attempt to piature the
grief of old Leinfin and his wife, when
search for their child proved unavailing;
nor how the memory of the sweet and
gentle little Isodene lingered in the
hearts of the honest villagers, but fol-
low her new fortunes as those of Zaila
the Gipsey.

When Zaila awoke, she found her-
self lying upon a pallet spread on the
ground, over which was erccted a
tent to shield her from the night dew.
The tears came into her eyes at the
thought of the pleasant home she had
forsaken, but the remembrance of the
lute and kind face of her Gipsey moth-
er, soon banished them, and ereeping
to the opening of the tent, where she
heard voices, looked out, Mute with
wonder, she gazed uvpon the curious
and mixed up seene before her. The
whole band of Gipseys which she had
seen upon the green the day belore,
were collected there in the dim forest.
Large fires were casting their flicker-
ing light around; and whilst some of
the women were buisy, preparing for
a feast the many delicacies which they
had stolen from the country roundas
bount; the rest of the party were drink-
ing, singing, dancing, and indulging in
every species of boisterous mirth, The
child shruck babk, for thejr rixde rev—
elry and wild, uncouth looks ffighigned
her, and called in a low,
tone, for fier mother. 2

In-a moment the watchful Gipse
was by her side, soothing' her with
kind words and having first brought to
her a plate of dainty food, she tolded
her arms about her, and lay down to
sleep. :

When Zaila next woke, the sun was
shining in cheerily at the tent door.
Her mother had risen and was busy

parents,’

sleep was overpowering the wearied |

hall fe’hfﬁrﬁr

had shown, when she first heard the
song of her she now called mother, had
grown into perfect enthusiasm. As-
sisted by the instruction of her moth-
er, she was soon able to call forth the
most soft and expuisile strains Irom
the lute, which was now resigned to
her. She also possessed an uncomon-
ly sweet voice, which daily cultivated
had brouaht te a stiil greater degree of
perfection.

As the graces of Zaila’s mind, so
did those of her person each day more
fully develope, till, at length, when she
reached the years of maidenhond, a
creature of more perfect loveliness could
scarcely hedmazined, _

Always#udadd in some wild yet
tasteful way, with her long raven tress.
es wreathed with flowers, and her
lute in her hand, she looked like some
sviph of tie wild-wood, come to weave
her spell of enchantment and vanish,
Her eyes, of the darkest possible hue,
were large and languishingly soft; all
the deapth and tenderness of ber na-
ture beaming through the silken lashes
which shaded them, and laid upon the
rich color ot her check, as the dark
fringe of a pearl-cloud eanopy lays up-
on the glowing bosom of sun-set, Her
beaatifully formed mouth, ever wreath-
ed with pride or tenderness, gave a spir-
it expression to the sweet repose of her
classic features. Hands and feet of
faivy delismcy belonged to a slight but
exquisitely l)roporliuned form, which
bent into a thousand grace(ul attitudes,
with the play of her lancy ~as the gen.
tle wild-flower bends to the breath of
the evening zephyTrs,

Proud, indeed, was the smile in the
cye of the mother, as she gazed upon
this child of her adoption, whose beaus
ty and goodness well repaid her devo-
ted and idolizing love. Wandering, as
they were, amid new and strange
scenos, Zaila gradually forgot those of
her early childhood, cr if ever a dim
recollection of the past came upon her
mind, the suggestion of her parent that
it was some half remembered dream of
other days, satisfied her.

The Ihwsmwonderous Gl'm.'erli.
ness andijfgdarel the young Gipsey
Singer had spread over half o'th urope,

the door of the prince and peasant was
willingly thrown open to her.

In one of their rumbleslhrou%h]}l -
land the Gipsey horde to which Zaila
was atlached, encamped near one of
the most beantiful and stately castles
in the country, A message was sent
for the singer and her lute to appear
‘at the castie, Against her usualcus:

Yaud fodelyh
The passion for music which she

yparing a suit of Gipsey apparel for
E::Fiiltlc charge. When she had at-

tom, Zaila's mother refused to accom-

of genil sy mﬂ‘r‘b

sours, dear Mother, only yvounger and
ovelier; there wasa lall, noble-looking
man, too, who ever had kind words
and smiles for you and me. It is.very
strange is it not?’ S

‘Pooh! child, it is only your romantic
dreamings; you must ngd: indugé in
them, said the woman, but. ber face
was pale and agitated,

‘But mother’—here Zaila fnter-
rupted by the entkance ofd y girl,
a fitting occupant for the splended a-
partment which seemed her home.

*Shall T sing of love and romanee, fair

.,f,‘f:;a,i;;;u'_";;
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figure, some of . them evely kissi
dginly foot" half (buried in the piivey
green tarf. The warm sunset heightent
ed the bright vermillion of her eheek
and the soft sparkle of her liquid eye,
whilst nothing could équal the attituda
of untaught grace in which! she stoodi*

But suddenly was Zaila's rapt con-
templation broke in- upow, for an’ édor-
mous wild boar came bounding thré’
a neighboring thicket, and ed di
rectly towards her. A single shriak
broke rom her lips,and dropping lute
and flowers, she stood still w'tn aﬁ'r‘ighl;
whilst the 1aging afimal neaked her a¢
cach [rantic bound. Pale and molion-
less as a statue, her feclings were too
powerflully excited to allow her to seek
relief in insensibility or flight. Anage
seemed to be condensedin the moment
that elapsed, before an arrow sent with
unerring aim, pierced the  heart of the
monster and laid him dead upon the
ground. In a few momonts, and 1ecov+
ering from her fright, she was gathering
up her fallen flowers when the young
hunter presented himse!f belore'her.

*‘And is it to you, Sir  Knight of the
Row and Arrow, that I am indebted
for my gallant rescuc?’ she said, grace
fuily presenting her hand in token of her
gratitude,

‘Happy, indeed, am I replied bhe,
removing his plumed cap, ‘if my poor
hand has ben of any service to such a
beautiful maiden as thou; and shall pay
a due meed of thanks to that kind for~
tune which has procured a tribute’ of
gratitude from such sweet lips,. But
surelv; thou would’st have been tak-
en for the Goddess of this fair spot,
with silver lute and flower-garlands,
had not thy shrick betrayved that thou
wert one of mortal mould .

‘Nay! sir Kuight, no sylph of the.
wildwood, but plain Zaila, the Gipsey
Singer, Now who art thon?’

‘Heary, the Huater of the Forest,’ ho
said, smiling at her simplicity, ‘but  if

lady?’ said Zaila, running her finger
lightly over the late strings.

‘It were the only subject worthy our
attention, for war's sounding themes
eifer - befit tha tkedi®r Ysex; “said the
lady, smiling,

And Zaila sang a ballad, entitled
‘Love and Beauty,’ in which she adroit-
v mingled a few compliments to the
listener.

With expressions of admiration at
the perfection of the singer in her art,
the lady drew a ring from her finger
and placed 1t upon Zaila's, childishly
toying with the small hand which was
held out to her.

‘Are you the wile of Count Leling-
ford, the lord ol this eastle? said the
Gipsey, as they were about withdraw-
ing.

This was said in a careless tone, but
there was a wild anxiely in the look of
the speaker, that atiracted the attention
of the lady as she replied, ‘that she was
only his nglee.

‘The Gipsey moved away multering,
‘not yet, not yet, but the time shall
come'—and suddenly checking herself,
she turned with a forced smile to
the lady, apologising for her inquisit-
iveness,

A short time after this, as their en—
campment was fixed on the border of
a forest, Zaila teok her lute, to wander,
as was her wont, in search of flowers.
attracted by the beauty of the scenery

she wandered on, heedless of the dis—

tance, till suddenly she emerged into a
scene of such wild loveliness, as chain-
ed her spell-bound to the spot: On one
side, a hugh mass of black, towering
rocks, rose up against the bright-blue
sky, and from their topmost heights
there dashed a roaring cateract, which,
leaping [rom crag tocrag, whirled round
and round as it reached the botiom, dash-
ing the feathery spray high in the air,
and then glided smoothly on into the
bnsom of a silvry stream, which wound
through a little glen, whose rich
turl was spotted with wild flowers,—
The bright sun, which was just peep-
ing out from beneath a dark cloud in
the western horizon, threw his glitter-
ing beams upon the rock, changing the
tumbling waters and white spray into
a thousand varying tints of rainbow
splendor,

But there was one object in that wide
and beautiful scene, that Zaila noticed
not. Concealed from sight by a huge
tree, stood o young courtier, attired as
a hunter, with his bow and arrow flung
upon the ground, and his faithful dog
lying at his. feet. He, too, had been
admiring the landscape, but when his
eye fell upon the Iowel{\ ngey. all else
was forgotten. With hands  clasped in
delight, and her red lips parted, she
stood, gazing upon the brilliant scene.

Her hat was off and hanging on her
arm, and her unconfined tresses flonted
like a shadowy veil around her slight

i
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thou art the wonderous Gipsey Singer,
I have a request to make.* _
'Ol a song of course, said Zaila, and

and wned the lute. !

Asstrain after strajn of the sweet
gushing melody, quivered among the
strings, and rising, was echoed by tree’
and rock, mingling with the dash of the
cataract and murmur of the brook, she
forgot time and place and listener, in
the delight of her theme.

And there altood the young hunter,
rapt as was she, n gazing u .
face of the beautiful cnﬁms?agn. igc:h;t: '
cheek the color was brightening, as the
silken lashes rested tremblingly - upon
his rich velvet, or raising revealed the
liquid light of the eye whose earnest
gaze, seemed asking a new chord of
melody from the music chorus of hea.
ven.

Asshe arose from her seat on tho
turf, Znila's eye encountered the ress
pectful but admiring gaze of the hua<
er, and a blush suflused her brow and
bosom, and her glance sought the
ground, as she sirove to conceal her
embarrassinent by dallying with the
ribbon on her hat,

“The slender fingers of many a high
born dame and noble lady, have I seen
wandering among the lute-strings; but
no hand was so delicate as thine, nor
strains so divinely sweet,” he said, in
tones of undisguised admiration.

Used, as she was, to praise and flat-
tery, his tones thrilled her heart ‘with
new and undefined emotions, and in her
agitation, she dropped her. hat at his
feet. In a moment he was on his knes
before her, presenting it to her; but not’
till he had disengaged the ribbon which
bound it, and with her flowers, placed
them in his bosom. - This action
brought all "Zaila’s self~possession to
her aid, and with flashing eye and haw-,
ly tone, she demanded that which he-
had taken, S Mk

‘Nay, fair maiden, [ meant thee o
offence; but surely 1 shall be compelled
to disbelieve the profession of grati-:
tude, if thou dost still refuse so slight &
lﬁken t;]!' T?men}‘brnnce to ene who loven:
thee wholly. For, here _on my, bended
kI:}ee.s I swear that no othf{rwf
than'— 36 oo

He ceased, for ber to, whom he was.
pouring forth his ardent vows, wayg,
bounding lightly away, gaily singing—"

“I'm a morry, morry Gipeoy laws, . |
And o othor would Lhe, = ®
Nor king, nor titled coutior,

Shall breatho his vows tome»

So, takiug his bow and ha:
departed, ::fdmm of mmh
chantress who had woven her
round the chain-of his destinyy = -
But though Zaila t
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seating bersell at thesfoot of & led ),
and twisted oak, she threw off lier hat

ans:
spollas’

from the vows of--lhl.-i¥. o
noble-looking ‘courtier, yet she #

T —— i

B s




